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imagined he would, and then there's all the Taube money that
poor Evert left me. Blasieholm dinners and balls are becoming
as splendid as ever they were, if only we could find the right
sort of people to invite nowadays!"

"If I marry . . ." began Emily. "When I marry Axel, I
shall have a talk to you and him about that. I can't believe
it's very wise to make a King jealous, to say nothing of other
people . . . hundreds of people. It's a long time now since
anybody was admired for spending money freely. As you say,
one's envied."

"Let them envy!" Answered Sophie brightly. "I've never
known people do anything else. One can't be happy without
crowds of people being unhappy because they've not been as
lucky as you. The only thing to do with that kind of person is
just to ignore him. You don't really think there's any danger,
do you, in the kind of talk that goes about now? I've known
the same kind of thing, or other things just as silly, all my life:
but I've always ignored them, and I seem to have survived."

Her movements were still light and deft; her voice, even as
she pronounced the word 'danger', had still the old confident
ring. But though she would never have confessed it, there was
* a little finger of fear fumbling coldly at her heart.

"I don't know what to think," answered Emily, sitting
motionless on the bed. "But when you say you've known the
same thing all your life . . . well, Sophie, I sometimes wonder
if you realise how much the world has changed since you were
. . , since we were at Ljung, and played hide-and-seek in the
stables. Revolutions and wars and ..."

"Well, we've had no Revolution in Sweden," Sophie almost
snapped the words out, as though to put a sharp end to
fumblings. "And it's peacetime now. No more wars under the
reign of King Carl the Cautious, King Carl with the vinegar
face. Or do you think he's planning a civil one, to make
people forget he's had to lick the boots of the Russians? He's
certainly brought enough troops into Stockholm to line the
road for the funeral of his adopted heir! Is that only the
tyrant's crafty excuse for massing the forces of Jealousy and
giving Blasieholm over to siege and pillage?"

"No." Emily smiled wanly.  "Sophie dear, you talk such a